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It is not necessary to increase the maximum speed of a 
tramcar in order to reduce the running time for a particular 
journey. The important factor is the duration of stops, whether 
for passengers or at traffic junctions. Steps have been, and 
are still being, taken to reduce the latter cause of delay by 
re-arranging stopping points and thus assisting freer move- 
ment for all vehicles. That is a matter requiring special 
knowledge of traffic conditions at various points, and the best 
results can sometimes be obtained only after experiment. 

he public can assist by being ready to alight as soon 
as the car stops, and boarding on the left of the handrail 
for the lower deck and the right for the upper saloon. 

Each second is of vital importance on a system such as 
London's Tramways, where the service given is the best in the 
World, from the point of view of frequency and speed. New 
high-powered cars, capable of more rapid acceleration, are 


also helping to solve the problem of increasing the capacity 
of the tramways without increasing the number of vehicles. 


LIPTON’S peat 
TEA. PLANTERS, CEYLON {|%: 
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The Largest Toa ributors, Manufocturers § | 
‘end Retailer) of Food Products in the World § ** 
Head Officer CITY ROAD, LONDON, E.C1 
Branches ond Agencies throughout the UK, 


| A Tramways Mab and Guide, obtainable from any Tramways Inspec- | 
tor, or from the address below, wl be of assistance in selecting Routes. 


C.C.TrRams 


23, Belvedere Road, S.E.1 
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This is the polis 
for you. 


Of course you may think I’m 
prejudiced, but just let me polish 
any piece of metal work in the 
house, and see how quickly and 
easily I do it—and what a shine! 


EAT MORE HONEY /2?0"": e 
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Boo PRie +. 28, /n stamps or £.0.0.’s to THE 
ec ETORs, ‘Tue SLOPERIES,” BOSWELL Housk, 
©URT, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


New. Caras and Contents Bills will be sent post free 
Be @vents on application. Reading Cases, free of 
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“4 Hotels, Restaurants, etc. 


Tety meondents w'shing their MSS. or Sketches to be 
% na. » Must enclose a stamped envelope large enough 
C “ain the contributions submitted. Under no 
Rona onditions will attention be given to work sent 
a *Pproval. Do not enclose loose stamps. 
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9 THE AMATEUR 
GARDENER. 


Sy 
miter, in an unsettled state, I’m aware, 
ce... 2ftermath flourishes yet; 
Sy t remain grounds for the Bolshevik scare; 
t . °r fears, re the National Debt. 
by Ry % 5 shters as these don't disturb me at all, 
e jus &ct more important I’m cheered— 
Thay” looked around my back garden and found 
my first early “spuds” have appeared! 


°f exchange in America still 
Prog é Rane disadvantage persists; 

t of nabbing the ex-Kaiser Bill 
Salt I fancy, exists; 

Indemnity claimed from the Huns 
Ty “ver be paid, I presume; 
~8rt’ is still gay, for I notice’ today, 
Y broad beans are nearly in bloom. 


4 


'f you try to kiss me I shall scream for 


Ng 
any WASTER: Thank you, Mary, thank you; 


PPP ll ll Ol ll 


se OO fall foliday 


MASIE AVVIL, 
Featuring as “The School Girl,” 
(To be released at Easter.) 
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Reflections of a Woman-Hater 


WINKING women don’t work. 
Any girl who dyes her hair can be kissed, 


Some women wear their minds out changing , 


them so often. 

Men judge women by their morals. 
judge women by their clothes. 

No woman ever received a telegram 
being frightened. 

Did you ever notice that the homeliest girl in 
the room is the best dancer? ‘ 

Believe not the shoe-maker. It is his business 
to tell you that your feet are small. 4 

You can no more tell what a modern jury will 
do than if it were entirely composed of women, 

Now that women are -judges, lawyers will have 
a hard time keeping: out hearsay testimony, 

The only sadder sight than that of a fat man on 
a hot day is a slim woman on a windy day. 

A woman may be sure a man loves her 
he will give up his pipe or dog for her sake. 

To a man disappointed in love, pickled pigs’-feet 
are a greater delicacy than chocolate bonbons. 

A woman who marries and does not lose her 
identity causes her husband to: lose his. 

Married men could improve on nature by en- 
dowing their wives with cold feet in the summer 
time. 

There are two ways of telling when a woman is 
in love. She either says she is or she is not. 

A woman always takes more time when going to 
a theatre than when going to church. 

Being in love and drinking whisky have the same 
effect on a man—when he gets too much it makes 
him sick. 

Every girl some time in her life imagines she 
could become an actress if she had the opportunity. 

The homely woman gets lots of satisfaction out 
of the popular belief that beauty and brains do 
not go fogether. 

It only remains for some geniug to invent prac- 
tical X-ray spectacles, and then humanity will have 
no need of changing fashions. 

The girl who goes down to the station to meet 
trains—and incidentally men—for fun, generally 
finds hard work to find a man—for keeps. 


Women 


without 


when 


AND THE 
BISHOP of LONDON 


SEE PAGE SEVEN. 


|The HEAD WAITER The HEAD WAITER 


THE NEW WOMAN. 


When the Lord slyly came 

And a rib stole from Adam, 
Giving Eden a dame 

And the first man a madam, 


All beauty had birth, 

And most that was human 
And gladdening to earth 

Came with the New Woman. 


New joy filled the land; 
Single blessedness doubled; 
Then the Lord stayed His hand, 
And our ribs left untroubled, 


But now, with a moan, 

Man is asking impassioned, 
From what funny bone 

Is this New Woman fashioned? 


With physics and law 

Her eloquence streams so, 
If not made from a jaw, 

It really would seem so. 


Does the New Woman, then, 
In her singular rabies, 
Find nothing in men— 
Next to nothing in babies? 


Alas and alack! 
O! Moses, and murther! 
I'd see the Old back, 
And the New Woman further. 


See, sisters, I kneel, 
Though I don’t meddle, 

And I pray ease the wheel; 
Oh! woman, back-pedal! 


jo-——_ 
CUTTING. 


First Physician: So the operation was just in the 
nick of time? 

Second Physician: Yes; in another twenty-four 
hours the patient would have recovered without it: 


C4 


~~ 


CHARLEY: Let us, fly, dearest! 
GWENNY: Do you think you’re a kite because 
I've got you on a bit of string? 


Hello! Hello!!--’Ullo!! 


be 


“2 


\ f 
Billi) 


HELLO! Is that you, Lardi? At last! 
. 7 — * « 

I’ve been ringing you for over an hour, and have 
had the engaged signal every time...-. What? 
You haven’t been near the telephone? Dear me! 
how imaginative these operators are, to be sure! 
What a lot of breach of promise of marriage cases 
they might be responsible for, by saying that people 
are engaged when they aren’t! Ha, ha, ha! Did 
I hear you laugh, dearie? No? Ah! well, I have 
always noticed that you are more inclined to laugh 
at your own jokes than at other people’s! 

e r “ * * 

Never mind, you poor, serious thing, I won’t 
make any more jokelets; but I'll just tell you how, 
the other afternoon, I very nearly committed 
murder. 

2 * * = 
As you know, Lardi, I’ve got a great deal of fiery, 
frenzied, jealous blood in my veins. I don’t know 
if the Slopers are of Spanish or Italian extraction, 
but the way I sometimes feel, makes me sure that 
they must be. 
* a ~ _ . 

Now, as I’ve often told you, I really do adore 
Bob, even though I—er—er—I do occasionally admit 
other interests into my life. And if I really thought 
that my future husband had ever adored anybody, 
er that he could adore anybody, half as much as 
me, I should—oh, Lardi, my vengeance would be a 
terrible thing!! 

* . > J * 

So it happens, Bob and I were very doving all 
last week. He seemed to have plenty of money 
about, and made me a quantity of really handsome 
presents—and when he does this, I feel to care for 
him so much, that he gets extra demonstrative in 
consequence. 

* * = * « 

One afternoon, when we had been sitting on the 
Chesterfield, side-by-side for more than an hour, he 
said: “I shall give you a degree after your name.” 

““What degree?’ I asked, stroking his neck just 
above the collar. 

“The degree of ‘S.0.M.’” 

“What does that stand for, my beautiful Bob- 
let?” 


“Well, my tender and tantalising Toots, it 
stands for ‘Sweetheart of Mine!’’”’ 
a * s io 


Now, I thought that so adorably pretty that I 
kissed him six times and promised him that if he 
liked to buy me a new ring, bracelet and brooch, I 
would allow him to decorate all through with the 
letters ““S.0.M.” in diamonds. 

. . oo * > 


Hie was awfully grateful for my kind permission, 


and said that he must see about the matter as 
quickly aa possible. 
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Now, the next day I temporarily forgot all about 
love and love-making, for the reason that I found 
a pimple on my cheek and two blackheads at the 
side of my nose. MHeavens! fancy the peerless and 
peach-like Tootsie having three such facial 
blemishes! ! 

* * ~~ ’ = 

A Turkish bath for me! Nothing but a Turkish 

bath! A Turkish bath right away!! 


* * « * * 


That’s what I said to myself, and in less than 
an hour later your sylph-like friend, Tootsie (clad 
in nothing more substantial than the usual short 
chemise-like gown provided at Turkish baths estab- 
lishments), was leaving a small cubicle, pattering 
along a carpeted passage, and entering through the 
heavy swing-door of a hot room. 


* . . * « 


Oh, Lardi! I do love the heat of Turkish baths! 
(What did you say? Suits my temperament How 
about your own, eh? Craters are more in your 
line, aren’t they? Ha, ha, ha!) 


* * * * * 


Yes, in spite of the cool purity of my own na- 
ture, I must say, that I do revel in the heat of a 
Turkish bath! Force of contrast, I suppose! 

's * * * a 


And the Russian bath—like a dear little pantry, 
full of steam!—is even more attractive, I think, 


‘os and, 


Well, I threw my graceful, voluptuous form on 
a couch that was almost beside the entrance to the 
steam cabinet, and when I had been lying there 
about five minutes, dreaming dreams of things which 
never come true, someone else came in and threw 
herself alongside the one which I was occupying. 


* * s * 


I cussed her for disturbing my reflections—then 
I looked at her and saw that she was extremely at- 
tractive, And in a Turkish bath where one can see 
a very great deal of one’s feminine companions, it 
is quite possible to judge of their attractions of 
form as well as of face! (No, dear, don’t you ever 
go to a Turkish bath—you wouldn’t be at your best 


there!) 
* * s * * 


She was young—(I should say about ten years 
older than I am and about ten years younger than 
you!)—she was flaxen—she was slim, where she 
should be slim and plump where she should be 
plump—and her skin was whiter than Curd soap. 


’ 


* * * * * 


After a second or two we began making remarks 
—as neighbours in the T.B.—(no, no; Turkish bath— 
not pthisis!)—often do, and then conversation went 
ahead, 
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“Do you often come here?” I asked. 

“Yes, pretty often; because my. boy likes, 
to keep slight. He hates fat girls, and says 
ever get fat he'll tattoo me with another § 
sign. He’s done one and I don't 
another!” ae. 

“Where is it?’ (I really felt curious to k®® no 

“Well, I'll show you!’ And here she pulled ig 
white gown nearly up to her knee, and, a 
middle of the calf, displayed three big blue J@ 

“5.0: 


¢ 


already, 


- 7 * , * 


4 

Those were the letters, Lardi, and when i" 
them I seemed to know that Fate had chose® ff 
way of revealing to me the falseness of my 1OW 
No one but Bob could have tattooed that sis ig 
cause ‘“‘Sweetheart of Mine’’ was the sign beg 
invented!!! Evidently he used it for all his 9 


And at that moment, Lardi, I knew what ity! 
like to be-a potential murderess! I wanted @ J 
But if I couldn’t kill, anyhow, I would injur 
wouldn’t knife my rival—I would BOIL her!! 


* hol * > * 


“Do come into the Russian bath—it moisteD® 
up 60,” I suggested, intending to get her iX  # 
then to bolt the door on the outside, and th® g 
turn on full steam—which I knew could be done 
pulling the knob projecting just outside the 


po 


Smilingly, she agreed, and walked inte 2 
steam, 
os . « e Ay 
Then just as I was going to have my poilini gs) 
venge, she turned and said: ‘‘ By-the-bye, you 
ask what Reggie’s sign meant. 
because it is 80 amusing. and no one eve 
It is ‘SPENDER OF MONEY!’ That’s a ei¥™ 
for me, isn’t it?” 


* * * * * i 


Dp. 
Oh, Lardi! what a relief :t was! And enovk 
would have been an experience to boil a fellow 
ture, I was so glad not to have to do it! 4” yf 
can’t think—- What? You don’t want ee 
up the acquaintance of people who would i 
murder? Don’t you? 
* * — a. * 
Certainly, my dear—only, if that is 5 
afraid you will have to drop everyone who 
known you at all well!! 
* * - ~ ~ 
You think that out! TI’ll ring off and ear? 
to do it! 


ate 


* . * . * nf 


y! 
Let me know when you discover what I moe 
* J « * * 


Ja, ta! 
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“You heard me call you ‘liar, wastrel, 
and workshy?’” 


NOLy OLD LADY: And is this your little boy? ‘ Certainly, but | thought you were speak- 
ER MERCHANT: Bless yer, no, mum, That's a pupil 0’ mine wot’s learnin’ the business, ing of yourself,” 


PAGE SIX 
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RADE IGS SB ey RE EEA OR OES 


AN AMUSING STORY OF A WIFE’S DISCOVERY, 


“HALLO, Sleemer! You are just the man I 
wanted to see,” exclaimed Jack Muggeridge, as he 
met his friend in the middle of Cheapside. ‘I wish 
you would do me a favour.” 

“With all the pleasure in life,” replied Sleemer, 
feeling in his waistcoat-pocket as he spoke. 

“No, it isn’t that—this time,’ said Muggeridge, 
who had noticed his movement; “thanks all the 
same. I only want you to allow me to have a 
letter addressed to your place.” 

Sleémer’s smile faded away as he shook his head 
gravely and answered: 

“T can’t do it, my boy, I really can’t. I hate 
to refuse a friend, but the fact is, the wife is so 
awfully, absurdly jealous, that I really dare not 
run any risks.”’ 

“What a nuisance!’ observed Muggeridge, with 
the injured air invariably affected by the man who 
is disappointed in obtaining what he had no right 


to ask for. “Tt will upset all my arrangements, 
and, upon my word, Sleemer, I think you might 


oblige a pal—just for once.” 

Harry’ Sleemer’s good-natured conscience re- 
proached him for inconveniencing his friend in this 
manner, but the recollection of Mrs. Sleemer, whom 
he could see in his mind’s eye blazing with just 
wrath held him firm to his resolution. 

“Well, all that I can say is that I wouldn’t have 
treated you like this,” said Muggeridge, becoming 
more and more huffy. ‘It isn’t as though it were 
any great favour I’d asked you.” 

“T can’t have it sent to my place, old man. 
That's out of the question,” replied Sleemer. ‘“ But 
T’'ll tell you what I will do. I know a fellow just 
out of Paternoster Row. who sometimes take in—er 
—er—who will, Lam sure oblige you if you ask 
him,” 

“You are sure he is to be relied on?” 

“Oh! yes. He’s all right.’’ 

“Very well, then,’ agreed Mugzgeridge, with the 


AND HOW HER HUSBAND PUT THINGS RIGHT. 


manner of one conferring an obligation. “Let it 
be so. You’ll make all the arrangements with him, 
won’t you? The letter will be in a lady’s hand- 
writing, and will be directed to ‘Mr. John Smith.’ 
And now I'll run away, for I have an appointment 
to keep, and I’m late already.” 

Mr. Greene, the man Sleemer wanted to see, was 
within, and he at once consented to receive the 
letter, and gave his clerk instructions to send it on 
to Mr. Sleemer as soon as it arrived. 

They then went across to The Chapter to have a 
friendly drink, and as they were being served one of 
the barmen handed Sleemer a note, saying: 

“This has been waiting for you, sir, for a couple 
of days.”’ 


It was addressed in a charming feminine hand 
and was delicately perfumed. Tearing open the 


envelope, Sleemer read as follows:— 
Honeysuckle Villa, Sunbury. 
“My Dear Friend,—I wonder if you have for- 
gotten that delightful afternoon we passed, and, 
when I was obliged to go away, how you begged 
me to invite you down to Sunbury for a day on 
the river. The opportunity has now arrived, for 
I shall be alone next Thursday, and shall be 
delighted to see you. Lunch at one. Au revoir. 
Your little friend— ‘‘PUSSIE.” 
As he concluded the letter, a mental vision of 
soft fluffy golden hair, blue eyes, creamy complexion, 


rosebud lips, and a saucy nez retrousse passed 
before him. 

Surely a poor man permeated with the best 
intentions was never so tempted before! Filled 


with conflicting emotions, Sleemer returned to his 


office, and in due course arrived home at Wim- 
bledon. 
“By the way, my dear,” he observed after 


dinner to his wife. who was laid cut on somewhat 
masculine lines, and, though a most estimable wo- 
man in her way, was certainly not a beauty. 


“ By 


PAPA: Gladys, what time did that fellow Spooner leave last night? 
GLADYS: Why, papa, he started home at half—— 
PAPA: Never mind when he started; | want to know when he left? 
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i 
the way, my dear, I shall have to run dow" 
Birmingham next Thursday. It’s a porriblé, i 
sance, but business must be attended to, 
one of those things that nobodv can mané@ 
myself.’’ “ 

“Very well, dear,” replied Mrs. Sleeme?: ; ry 
I hope you won’t miss’ the train home a y? 


y 


the last time.” oni? 
Thursday arrived, and Mr. Sleemer left ne : 
. a » € 
little earlier than usual, for he had ents ; 
1 


pondence to attend to at the office before 
ceeded to Birmingham. Fy 
He had not long left the house when a mer 
arrived with a letter from H. Sleemer, Esq 
of course, Mrs. Sleemer immediately opened. on 
It was the letter which Mr. Muggeridge be if 
pecting, and which Greene’s clerk, thinking FJ 
portant—which it undoubtedly was to Mugee!” | 
had, in his master’s absence, taken upon nia 
send on to Sleemer at Wimbledon. t 
When Mrs. Sleemer perceived that the out 
velope contained a _ pink-tinted note direc™ } 
“Mr. John Smith” in a woman’s handwriti®”’ 
tore it open, and this was what she read: ie 
‘Wednesday j 
““My Dear Boysy,—I saw your advert 0) 
in the Agony Column, where you told me ¥ t 
and I cannot say how glad I am to thi? io" 
we are to meet once more, my own dea? @! 
How terrible it must be for you to be s 
shut up with that hideous old woman ane© — 
to go anywhere. Never mind, my pet beg 
will make up for it when we do meet oD 7 # 


day. I think that the best plece will ny 
old rendezyous under the clock on the 
station at Waterloo. With very many th 
Ever your own loving +f par 


Words fail to describe Mrs. Sleemer’s cond! 
when she had concluded this affectionate epit F 

To say that she was wild does not half on 
her feelings. She was mad with jealousy, f ge 
with rage, at being alluded to as “ that ey 
old woman,” and fairly boiling over with —# 
hatred, malice, and other tender passions of 
nature. $ 

Having warded off an apopletic seizure ny f 
turning the breakfast-table and breaking al 
crockery, which considerably relieved het 
charged feelings, she indulged in a good cry 3 

After this she read the fatal letter agai” re 
straightway resolved to proceed to Water! 
tion and catch her wicked husband in the 2°" 

How she could imagine that the poor ma? 
going to keep the appointment when he pad Y) 
received the letter, I really don’t know, be i 
ways of women, especially their methods of ee? 
nation, are wonderful and marvellous in 
treme. 


It did not take the injured lady long g 
and with ‘a thick veil on to hide her tear® 


eyes. she hastened to the station. f 
t for » 


] 


Of course she had halt-an-hour to wai 


train, but that was of little consequence, ? r 
had the incriminating document in her pas é 
whenever she began to feel tired of waitiD® 


read it over again and hecame once more fre® 
eager for the fray. ' of 

Her train got into W=sterloo at ten minted 
twelve, and hurrying round to the loop-line att of 
the first object that she beheld was her pu? 
standing under the ‘clock! 

With a flower in his button-hole! ap 
And looking so ridiculously jaunty and ¥ 
too! ey 

the unfortunate man was per ee, 
innocent, for he was merely waiting to ey vf 
which platform the 12.5 to Sunbury would star” 
appearances were very much: against him- ye 
Mrs. Sleemer gasped, for up to the last she af 
hoped against hope that there might be a oe 
somewhere, but here was the most. conclusiv® Pe 
that 


Of course 


| 
i 


she could and with # — 


cry she rushed at him. ai 
Seizing him by the whiskers (which he naé gt 

shaved off, by the way), she shook him vit 1? 

while a torrent of opprobrious epithets pour 

of her mouth. + 


possibly obtain, 


4 
“Really, my dear,’’ murmured Sleemer, wo? y 
now beginning to, tremble, “I don’t know W2” j 
mean,’’ iV 
“Oh! don’t you?” cried Mrs. Sleemer- t e 
perhaps this letter, which arrived after you 
morning. will enlighten von a little.” ld #f 
The conscience-stricken man gazed ease ao if 
the letter, and the moment he saw what it ”¢ 
felt as though a weight had been lifted 


(Continued on next page.) 
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he : Have 
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The Head Waiter 


AND THE BISHOP OF LONDON, 


ter, PART from hig shovel hat, breeches, and gai- 
laeg oy Unmistakeable, lean, ascetic, clean-shaven 
“et ¢ are away the Bishop of London the instant he 
™ the old chop house the other morning. 
tr the parrot appeared to recognise him, for 
“ty * Perch on the dining-room door it cried : 
Ps, ht You are, then!” and shrieked with sardonid 
Ye =. Concluding with a peremptory order for 
Hig “4 Tum punch for one,” 
*Tace looked around with a frown. 
I dropped into a drinking den by error?” 


ga of the Head Waiter, who had hurried 
il e, 


ty , *™: 
0 hig 


ain * Only the old parrot,” explained the Head 
4g,’ IPdicating the bird, “I’m afraid she 
to too well brought up by the sailors who 
her home, sir.” 

' muttered the Bishop: 
* & mission for parrots.” 
I daresay there’s a good few old birds in 
€se, your Grace, what would enjoy the job, 
Meng take that parrot  she’d 


‘“‘T shall have to 

bie 
Nr.” 
Sng diog 


never been 


Toy 


€an;: ‘ 
tj Nd time the reverend gentleman was gazing 


%H ©, as yet, unoccupied tables with the inten-. 
«, “€lecting a seat. 
aq . Me show you to a pew,” suggested the 
Ste, fiter. We haven't, any hassocks, but 
k Chee? book of words, and I think you'll find it 
y ful service. One good thing is, we don’t 
e famous old pudding during Lent, but 
it by selling more pancakes—which are 
tack to fast on—than I can remember; 
n here, man and boy, more years than 
© think about.” 


; 


* * * * * 


to re excellent: Then pray let me have a pancake.”’ 
Ray, tinly, sir; but what are you going to have 
el 
ou dat My intention to eat pancakes. Surely 
~ Not imagine that I intended to use it as 
‘> = Dlaster?’”’ 
My &m ha! your Grace, that’s a good ’un! If one 
Bug, Urnalist gents in the bar had heard that 
© th, “tee he’d have left his beer, dashed round 
tty Office, and you’d have. seen it in the four- 
Me tition.” 
» dey Bishop frowned. 
“F "Paper men?” 
‘ty ip ented by them? Why, you might almost 
th, rented by them—them and the American 
% tks. Didn't you notice how. the step is 
ey Yen? in the middle, sir?” 
; > Certainly I did. What is the reason for 


Is this house frequented 


tin What @ shouted the parrot, 
g && amazing bird. There seemed quite a 

i» “¥ wrath in its observation.” 
‘ &ho Te about right there, sir. I should say 

longs Ut the only bird that speaks the truth in: 

But about your food, sir?” 

¥ Par? already told you—a pancake.” 

3 sir?” 

o,, lainer the better, seeing that it is Lent.” 

Sy dit t you think you might go to the length 
Nq. _ °f lemon, sir?—seeing that Easter’s near at 
% ‘ aa Can rely on my discretion, sir.” 

lor ting © Satansas!’’ cried the Bishop sternly, and 

SWiftly on the waiter, who demurred no 

"Ut made his way to the foot of the stair- 


Mey 4ste and shouted in ‘an agitated voice, 
© one!” 


the Head Waiter’s return with the delicately- 
- Big, Cmestible, he placed it gracefully before 
ae and ventured to suggest that it looked 
ing Phe Cligious as a Passover cake. 


tin, Shop ‘rebuked him for his levity and 
Ve ‘ Bay ot time the house closed. 

toe i ust ten for them that’s in and ten 
Vig, Dig °Y them that’s out.” 
ye Tenti, oral!” exclaimed the Bishop. “To 


. Uti oe ; ; 
Rip, “te between the ‘ins’ and ‘outs’ is most 


Mon, wie to, sir?” asked the waiter. 
* atric the ‘outs,’ of course. The bar should 

Wha,” at ten for all.” 

mh about the doorstep, sir!” 

2 doorstep? What has closing time to do 

Wey doorstep?” 


» it’s like this, your Grace,” explained the 


“ 
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Head Waiter. ‘Our licence allows us to remain 
open till half-past ten, really but we shut the 
outside door at ten for the sake of the doorstep. 
Yankee rubbernecks come aiong in the morning 
and see the hollow in the stone and say, ‘Wass thaat, 
bo’ and we explain to them that it’s been worn 
down through hundreds and hundreds of years by 
the feet of famous men—Julius Caesar, Alfred the 
Great, Dr, Johnson, Little ‘ich, Ally Sloper, and 
hundreds of others. When, as a matter of fact, it 
has been rubbed down by the feet of the ordinary 
customers slipping off as they’ve tried to shove 
their way in from ten to half-past. It gives the 
house a n’old h’ancient look, don’t you think, your 
Grace?” 
* a“ * * * 

The Bishop wiped his mouth on the table napkin. 

“What will vou take to drink?” asked the 
Head Waiter. 

“Nothing!” exclaimed the ecclesiast with heat. 
“It is a scandalous thing that all licensed premises 
are not compelled to close at the same time, and 


TOO JOLLY GOOD-NATURED. 


(Continued from preyious page.) 


heart. - The reaction was so great that he actually 
laughed as he said: 

“That has nothing whatever to do with me. It 
was written to and belongs to my friend Mug- 
geridge,” 

“What brought you here, then at this particular 
time?” 

“T found a letter at the office saying that I 
needn't go to Birmingham to-day, and I was coming 
home early to take you out for a drive.” 

“Is it—can it be—~-"” hesitated Mrs. Sleemer. 
“I don’t know what to think, and whether to be- 
lieve you or not.” 

“The best way will be to jump into a taxi,” sug- 
gested. her husband, “and drive to Muggéridge’s 
office, and hear what he has to‘say about, it.” 

. “Yes, yes! That is what we will do.” 

In twenty minutes they were shown. into Mr. 
Muggeridge’s private room, and he at once acknow- 
ledged the responsibility. 

“The fact is, my’ dear Mrs. Sleemer,” he ex- 
plained, without the faintest tint of blush on his 
cheek, ‘‘I am living at home with a rich old aunt, 
whom I don’t want to offend, because I am her heir, 
and the young lady who wrote this letter is engaged 
to me, but we have to be very careful, as my aunt, 
for no reason whatever, hae taken a violent dislike 


CAGE SEVEN 


thus avoid the 
scribed,”’ 

“Ha, ha, m’lord,”’ remarked the Head Waiter, 
striking an attitude, “ that’s where you give yourself 
away. Why did you oppose the Bill in the House 
of Lords the other day for compulsory eleven o'clock 
closing all round London? Why did you gay you 
would lay down on the steps of the House and die 
rather than allow the Bill to pass?” 


disgusting scenes you have de- 


* * * * * 


The Bishop maintained a confused silence for a 
few moments; then, reaching for his shovel hat, ana 
rising and adjusting his apron, he said: “‘ Er—you 
will allow me?” : 

“Well, m’lord, seeing as it was only one pan- 
cake plain, ’ave it with me.” 

The Bishop gloomed at him for a moment from 
beneath his beetle brows, slid half-a-crown into the 
plate, and stalked in his best processional manner 
from the ancient tavern. 


“What's the matter?” inquired the parrot as the 
Bishop passed her perch. 


BOWS AID BEAUX. 


“Do you like your hair 
done in long plaits?” 

“Rather! My beaux are 
tied up in it.” 


to her. and so we have to arrange our interviews 
in this manner.” 

“Oh, I am go sorry,’ commenced Mrs, Sleemer— 
“TIT mean I am so glad I—I—I don’t know what I 
mean, Will you forgive me, Henry?” 

Of course he would, and they walked out arm-in- 
arm, leaving poor Muggeridge cursing his ill-luck, 
for he was just an hour late for his appointment, 
and it would be too much to expect any girl to wait 
that length of time. °, 


——o'— 


TOO MUCH FOR THE BISHOP. 

The Bishop of London is not often at a loss for 
an answer, but while catechising a class of boys 
recently his resources for once failed him. 

He had asked for examples of moral courage, 
“Tf twenty boys were sleeping in one room,” asked 
a lad, ‘‘and nineteen of them got into bed without 
saying their prayers, but the other one knelt down 
and said his, wouldn’t that be moral courage on’ 
his part?” 

“Yes, my lad,” said the Bishop; 
case, please.”’ 

“Tf twenty bishops slept in one room,” said 
another boy, ‘“‘and nineteen of them said their 
prayers before getting into bed, and the twentieth 
bishop. didn't, wouldn’t that be a case of moral 
courage, too?” 

The Bishop had no reply to give—except a laugh 


“now another 
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MODERATE REQUIREMENTS. 
' THE CHARMER: All | want is a little pin money. 
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Wi HOW GREAT MEN GET THERE. EARL HAIG 
~ - a renowned in history as the man who, along with Marshal Foch, won the Great War. He joined the 7th Hussars in 1885, and served under Kitchener 
ay Soudan, where his conspicuous gallantry caused him to be mentioned by hia Chief in Despatches. During the Boer War he became 
88a Cavalry General, and ever since, owing to the services he has rendered to the State, honours have poured thick upon him. Apart from his suc- 
: ™ the Great War, he will be always gratefully remembered for his efforts on behalf of ex-Service men. 
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oe New Evening Star, 


| SS SAA Rr ae 2 ee so you may as well give me the money.” 
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») BACK-CHAT 
ARTISTES 


BRAG AND BOUNCE. 


“ HELLO! 
What’s wrong?” - 

“Can’t exactly say, but I’ve got a sort of funny 
feeling under my waistcoat.” 

“Poor old chap. What is it like?” 

“Well, first it comes up, then it goes down, then 
up and then down again.’’ 

“Good gracious! You must have swallowed a 


You’re not looking quite the thing. 


lift!’’ ; 
“ Unfeeling fellow! ’Tis no subject for jest.” 
“Eureka! I’ve got it. You're in love.” 
“Well, what if I am?” 
“Congratulations, old man! Is it Miss Elder 
leigh?’’ 
“Oh, no! It’s all off with her. She even sent 


back the ring I promised her!” 

“Sorry to hear that. Still, she was rather too 
old for you. A charmer of uncertain age, I be- 
lieve?” 

“By no means! 
the past ten years!” 
“Then there was Miss Williams. 

a suitor for her hand, weren’t you?” 

“Yes, I was; but I didn’t.’ 

“ Didn’t what, might I ask?” 

“Didn't suit per!” 

“Well, who is the lady?” 

“You wouldn't know her if I mentioned her 
name. But she’s a perfect dream!” 

“Yes, I know. They always are—till yeu wake 
up. Seen her lately?” 


She has been the same age for 


You were once 


“No, Every time I’ve gone round to see her 
of late she’s been out. How do you account for 
that?” 


“Oh, just luck, I suppose! 
told me her name.”’ 

“Adaline More; but I call hex PS.” 

‘Whatever for?” 

“Well, isn’t that short for Adaline More?” 

“That's smart! Perhaps you can tell me who, 
according to the Ancients, supported the world on 
his shoulders?” 

“ Atias.” 

“Right, Now, if Atlas supported the world, 
who supported Atlas?” 

“Dunno, unless he married a rich wife!” 

yey: yea BD Did I tell you that Dauber was 
painting my portrait?” 

“Really! Are you being done in oils?” 

“ Oils! What do you take me for—a sardine? 
By the way, Dauber told me his next Academy pic- 
ture will be entitled ‘Driven to Drink.’” 

“Ah! some powerful pourtrayal of baffled pas- 
sion, I expect?’’ 
“Oh, no! 

trough!” 

“That reminds me. I was knocked down by a 
cart-horse two days ago.” 

“Going to sue for damages?” 

“No, it’s compensation I’m after.” 

“Compensation! What for? You weren’t hurt, 
were you?” 

“True, but my reach-me-downs were ruined.” 

“Well, they were runs anyway,” 

“And my hat was bashed in.” 

“That wasn’t a great loss.’ 

“TI beg your pardon! My hat cost seven. and 
aix!’’ 

“Nevertheless, there isn't 
tween your hat and a baby.” 

“How do you make that out?” 

“Why, the one you wear and the other you 
was !”’ 

“Talking of hats, the other day I was, walking 
along when an old gentleman’s hat blew off and 
* caught my eye. It cost mea guinea for a doctor’s 
bill!” 

“That’s nothing! Last week I was out shopping 
with my wife when an expensive hat—latest style— 
caught my eye, and it cost me eight pounds ten for 
a milliner’s bill!’’ 

“That reminds me! I’m in a terrible fix, T 
want some money badly, and haven't got the 
slightest idea where I’m going to get it.” 

“Glad to hear it, old son. I was afraid you 


might have an idea you could borrow it from me!” 
“So long.’”’ 


But now you haven’t 


A cart- horse approaching a water- 


much difference be- 
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THE FLAPPER WHO WANTS TO FIND 
AN EXCUSE! 


ee 
THE SOLE PREVENTIVE. 


When on my purse the profiteer 
Presses his cowardly attack, 
I sometimes ponder with a leer, 
On ways to get my money back. 
On banks an evil eye I’ve trained 
And planned a lonely, midnight visit, 
But every time I’ve been restrained 
By one sole dread; you ask, ‘‘ What is it?” 


’Tis not the policeman’s sudden grip, 

Nor the resultant dire disgrace; 
"Tis not the scornful, curling lip 

On some old friend’s averted face. 
One thought alone my impulse checks 

And saves me from the Law’s cold fury— 
My terror of the “gentle” sex!— 

There might be women on the jury! 

. M. 


Oye pa aE OR 


HOW SHE KNEW. 
She had sent off a telegram and was waiting for 
an answer. Suddenly the peculiar halting click of 
the receiving machine sounded in the office, and she 
said to her companion: 4 
“That's from George; I can tell his, stutter. 


releasing the heroine, and turning on the intruder. 

The next second he clapped his hands to his 
head. 

“Oh, I’ve got ’em!”’ he yelled, catching sight of 
the comedian. : 

The house roared. 

“ He’s gone, young lady,” spoke the comedian, 
going on with the lines of the drama. 

But the heroine vanished too, and the comedian 
gagged for the longest Period I have ever heard one 
gag, until she made her reappearance. 


u 
marc si, 


By MURDOCK STIMPSON. 
Illustrated by the Author, 


IT was in a second-class company, touring fy booy 
the smaller towns, that the following inc! arias 
curred. — y? Neon, 

The drama was a good “ old-timer. h 
hero, heroine, villain, and comedian were ii "ery 
sented, as well as the lesser lights and 8” tien 
yeople. p 
tit the play the comedian was valet to be ie 
and so faithful a servant was he that “_ ty Wh, 
about with his life in his hands, ready The ‘ 
minute to lay it at the feet of his love-sick Moo, 

The hero was played by an actor "aig Pp 
“ Laddie-d ” everyone, and spoke of Irving al ef Ny ~ 
as though he had saved their ijives many ti ae i 
dropping a few shillings into their hands; pie 
one might have thought that had it not DG tatters 
him, neither of the afore-mentioned actors) ) a be 
ever have been heard of at all. However!» oy wth, 
not a bad fellow at heart, and having p@* gh Mug 
terrible tragedy of realising the laurels 9 - i, I ® 
ness would never adorn his worried brow, oi at ti 
vorced his love of the Thespian board for tb sy ix 
uation of hot and rebellious liquors. ‘ Ins. a 

Now, the comedian, to the deep regret ad 


i 
company, suddenly discovered he had a ¥i p 
against the owners of the show. The be gp! 


F Pid 
was in London, but the great ones, wi 0 ty, O, 
cigars and worked out ways and means a I xi 
ing good actors and~ actresses at. next-t& Py areas 


were not a bit perturbed over his grieval dae 
the simple reason that the business manag® ! Me 


tour had never plainly stated the comedia” 7k 
to them, ‘ott &o 

The end of it was the comedian gave not yd ta ab 
much to the manager’s surprise, who only io Yay ; 
he had given notice to frighten him into 28 bee try, 


dy 


more money for him (which was the gis’ gf 


grievance), decided to leave on the expiratio® iy logy” 
notice. at fen | 
Everyone gave the comedian a chee? t €q 
final curtain on the Saturday’s performan™ | ett iy 
the manager, who stood doing a deaf # ays 
swear in the prompt corner. cont! hk “he 
All the compazly turned up to see the ©), fo see 4 
off, and to wish him good luck in his seat, nt wet 
fresh shop. The villain strode out of tbe at my? aig 
ment buffet just in time to wave his sma P 2 y 
fall over a barrow of luggage he had not ? ye Sey 7 
The manager had made some excuse OF 
the heads in his report on Saturday nigh of 
Monday morning was spent in the theatt” «oj 
next town (to which the company had ber 2 
rehearsing the understudy for the comed!@ ® P ¢ 
He was hopeless, yet he knew more than any pt ie it 
about the part, so he had to go on that po Mingltn 
get through somehow. i! 2% 
The hour arrived, and the poor under? ig XO Pe: 
gazing at his part in the dressing-room- att Mar 
appearance was in the second act, and th® yj : 
just begun when the comedian himself dad 
He had been to London and_ intervi® pd & 
“heads,” who had settled his grievance “\y, 
him back, post-haste, to rejoin the comP® mA a; 
a stiff letter for the manager. Having Pony 4 leer 
train, he had arrived at the theatre ® vin. 
minutes before going on, He did it, in oF ae Re é 
of having had a railway carriage to himse pe ter 
the latter part of the journey, in wl! a 
donned his stage props. ‘sf "ye, 
The villain was well soaked that eve? fe Ana! 
“©urse you! Bite me, will you?” be ahs, a 
the heroine. pus? Net ang 
It was the comedian’s cue. On he ‘ ler, 
usual. pe “ty Men | 
‘And who the —— are you?” cried * ‘tig, 


(Continued on previous columD-) 


ad 


ye 


MAOH nun ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. PAGE ELEVEN 


Lora Boh’s Weekly 
Indiscretion. 


i; 
booker other day. my dear chappies, I received a 
mins ‘ge a certain firm which seemed to be very 
etary) help me to become more efficient and 
aap 
Very re Deared from the booklet and the letter (a 
Deng ety letter). which accompanied it, that if 1 
al a book modest sum of £1 lls. 6d. on the purchase 
in St Sie “Master Secrets of Success”’ I would 
Th: even wiately begin to amass money and glory 
tas Walk of life I felt most likely to attract 
tai Ori. letter ended by offering to send me the 
q this ; ten-days’ trial. “If you don’t like it,” 
&Xp, friendly firm, ‘‘then you can return it at 
“ty. “Use,” 
rie founded very fair, so, acting on impulse, I 
ty tart the book to be sent along. It came, and 
Teading it at once. And as I happened 
*ne to the races the following day, I 
on through the book for any hints which 
lon” Mut © me to spot a winner or two. 
Sting time yale my dear chappies, that for a 
iy th Searched in vain. There was a lot o1 
bite, Y Stern book about the value of concentration 
Yea? “a and memory and, training, but abso- 
9 ¥, in Mung on the Book of Form,. Then, sud- 
wvhig towards the end I came across the 
tj ‘Oo ASBaLe :— 
‘On we Ttunity is 
i No, * better.” 
Day “egha Was something at last. “Feverishly 
i t,,° the list of runners in the next morning’s 
Nin, .? Sure enough, Determination was there— 
daa tot 4 the 3.3 race. 
Yeu tho ah to the course early, dear chappies, 
Nat five minutes before the 3.30 I had in- 
r 


‘Cane Rg 
nig 


a good horse, but Determina- 


ag, Ne Rice little packet on Determination. It 
n 


h 8 at I had never heard of the quadruped 
Or, but ae “ 

oe that didn’t matter. It was a “dark 
Nd I got a very nice price about it. I 


%,! wi eet if it won, I would buy that book. 


Shay Not give you a description of the race, 
Dies. The subject is too harrowing. Let 
ted Say that Determination couldn’t run 
3 9% a to keep himself warm, and he lost very 
%," beate. by about a quarter of a mile, I could 
y List X him myself with a bit of training for 
Wa, °C Over a hundred yards. 
the 80 disgusted, dear chappies, that I bunged 
be ugy,, “2k the next day and told that firm what 
Bp, f them. I told them thet they ought to 


digg = &8 the world’s worst tipsters. 
's Tote back a very rude letter, dear chap- 
b 


Mm k ‘od actually had the impudence to say that 
What Ud be any good to me, and that, judging 
ly SO _ I had done, I ought to have an attendant 
writ ‘er me. They said that their book was 
Sa thi, °T Persons with brains, and that was 
Rey “tl by Which I had been born without. They 
Rea recommending me to ask my friends to 
whe," Op Job in a Government department. 
‘na the,” Shows you, dear chapples, what a differ- 
ty em Sam in these commercial johnnies when you 
hen Stay » as bally frauds and let ’em know it. 
Ne, Mong Tet by being so nice and polite, but 
‘ not having any ’’—oh! what a differ- 


Jo( 
’ THE RETORT COURTEOUS. “ 
ee Oy, 
i. it © has lost. his way): I say, mister, how 
di, ay * Barking Town? 
» Ory, ‘TOssly): Find out. I ain’t no Kelly’s 
Mo Ps] 


Ta — see you ain’t; you’re a volume on 
; €rs, thet’s wot you are! 


)o{ 
i SEEN A TRAVELLER MYSELF.” 
a, st . io oe 
li leet, Btished traveller and war correspondent, 


mm... “Our in Scotland, spoke one night at a 
ie “y Chai, four miles from a railway station, 
fe) Sety ‘tman of the occasion, after introducing 
Ny TOA ' as “the great man that’s come here 
SS 8¥e 2 Oor intellects,”’ said he felt that a wee 
ay ta, ona not be out of place. 
j 4, Lord,” he went on, “put it intae the 
“pa mon tae speak the truth, the hale 
e *ething but the truth, and gie us grace 
i he, “80” him.” 
ta; With o : ai fas 
ad, .,.' ® glance at the lecturer, the chair 
ve been a traveller myself.” 


ye 
“4 
j 

4 


| ROMY: 
aie 
ae e J 


HOW SHE DID IT, 
LADY VISITOR: How do you manage to make your husband spend all his evenings at home? 
WIFE: I spend all his money, and he has nothing else to do! 


AFTER THE BY-ELECTION, 


Tommy: Pa, what’s a convincing speaker? 

Pa: A convincing speaker, my son, is a man who 
knows enough to stop talking before his audience 
gets the backache. 


Siting: 


WHAT !S COURAGE? 
pS 
An officer. in the Royal Artillery laughed at a 
timid woman because she was alarmed when a can- 
non went off. He subsequently married that timid 
woman, and six months afterwards he took off his 
boots in the hall when he came in late at night. 


MISTAKEN. 


“How did you like our new duet?” she asked. 
“Oh, was that a new duet I thought you were 
only quarrelling.” 


——)o(—_———_ 


JUST HIS ROTTEN LUCK. 


Bing: I understand that old maid married a. 
struggling young man. 

Bong: Yes; he struggled right enough, but he 
couldn’t get away. 


THE SAME THING, 
“What 1 say is, why tax beer any more than sausages?” ; 


‘““Why, because beer is intoxicating, of course!” 


“ Well, a sausage is a skinful, ain’t it?” 
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Queer Characters and Incidents of a Hundred Years ago. when I could sit with my aristocratic feet — i 


desk, lean back in my chair, pull away at DY “g/ 


o CRD GASD Gb AEE ORURR? GRIT EETED GR GSEs: CEB GME Gui and dictate reams of popular humour to * 


4.—_SHARPERS, SWINDLERS, AND ROGUES. 


THE following is a list of some of the species of 
cloaked marauders that were known to beset the 
anwary of this great metropolis; they deceived none 
but the ignorant and unthinking—those, however, 
afforded too rich a harvyest:— 

1—Sharpers who obtained licences to become 
pawnbrokers. These were uniformly receivers of 
stolen goods; and, under this cover, did much mia 
chief. 

2.—Swindlers who obtained licences to act as 
hawkers and pedlars. Those men established frau- 
dulent raffles, substituted plated goods for silver, 
sold and uttered base coin, dealt in smuggled goods 
and received stolen goods with a view to disposing 
of them in the country. 

3.—Swindlers who took out licences as auction- 
eors. Those men opened shops in different parts of 
the metropolis, with persons at the door, usually 
dominated “ barkers.” 

4.—Swindlers who raised money by pretending 
to be discounters of bills and money-brokers. These 
chiefly preyed upon young men of property who had 
lost their money by gambling or spent it in extra- 
vagant amusements. 

5.—Jews, who were found in every street, lane, 
and alley in and near the metropolis, and, under 
the pretence of purchasing old clothes and metals 
of various sorts, prowled about the houses of men 
of rank and fortune, holding out temptations to 
their servants to pilfer and steal small articles, 
which they purchased at a trifling portion of their 
value, It is calculated that fifteen hundred of these 
people had their daily rounds. 

6.—Swindlers who associated together for the 
purpose of defrauding tradesmen of their goods. 
One assumed the character of a merchant, hired a 
genteel house, -with a counting-house and every ap- 
* pearance of business; one or two of their associates 
took upon ‘themselves the appearance of clerks, 
while others occasionally wore a livery; and some- 
times a carriage was set up, in which the ladies of 
the party visited the shops, in the style of persons 
of fashion, ordering goods to their apartmente. 
Thus circumstanced goods were obtained on credit, 
which were immediately pawned or sold, and the 


An old negro who was very ill called 


at his tongue, 


in @ doctor of his own colour, 
did not help him he finally sent for a white doctor. 


produce used as the means of obtaining more, and 
procuring recommendations by offering to pay ready 
money or discount bills. After circulating notes to 
a considerable amount, and completing their sys 
tem of fraud, by possessing as much of the property 
of others as was possible, without risk of detection, 
they decamped, assumed new characters, and gener- 
ally alluded all pursuit. 

7.—Sharpers who took elegant lodgings, dressed 
fashionably, and assumed false names. Those men 
pretended to be related to persons of real credit 
and fashion, produced letters familiarly written, to 
prove intimacy, shew these letters to tradesmen 
and others, on whom they meant to practise, and, 
when they had secured their good graces, purchased 
wearing apparel and other articles, and then dis- 
appeared with the booty. 

Besides these descriptions of rogues who lived 
by their wits, there were villains who associated 
systematically together, for the purpose of discover- 
ing and preying upon persons from the country, or. 
any other ignorant person who was supposed to 
have money, or who had visited London with a view 
of selling goods; who prowled about the streets 
where shopmen and boys were carrying parcels, and 
who attended inna at the time that coaches and 
waggons weré loaded and unloaded. These had 
recourse to a variety of strategems, according to 
the peculiar circumstances of the case, and, in ai 
multitude of instances, succeeded. 

There were many female sharpers, who dressed 
elegantly, personated women of fashion, attended 
masquerades; and instances have been known 
in which, by extraordinary’ effrontery,. they 
have forced themselves .into the circle of St. 
James's. One is said to have appeared, in a style 
of peculiar elegance, on the King’s birthday, in 
the year 1795, and to have pilfered, in conjunction 
with her husband, who was dressed as a clergyman, 
to the amount of £1,700 without discovery or sus- 
picion. Houses were kept where female cheats 


dressed and undressed for public places. Thirty or 
forty of these often attended masquerades, in dif- 
ferent characters, where they generally realised a 
considerable booty. 


As his advice 
The latter felt his pulse and looked 


‘Did my black colleague take your temperature?’’ he asked. 


‘1 don’t know f’. sure, massa,” said the negro doubtfully, ‘1! 


nuffin’ ’cept mah photograph!” 


don’ think he lef’ me 


“Bless you! them cows o' mine are just ™ 


creature thumping the typewriter at my 9 of i 
had often thought of this and dreamed abo" 
There would be moments, of course, whe? if 
would stop to rest, and then my hand would * y 
coyly about her waist, and she would lay her g° off 
haired head on my manly shoulder and sigh 
tentment. 0 
To be loved by a great man ig everythi®é |, 
woman—eyerything but diamonds. It was # 
foolish dream, but now it was realised, TH ole 


“was sitting at the machine, and here I was 


at my desk with tobacco handy at my elbow: j 
I wanted to begin the arm action I spoke of e 
now, at the very beginning, but I thought on 
of it. She would undoubtedly expect mé got 
more business-like. So I reached round and 
thought out of the waste-basket and bega®- 
“‘T will now dictate to you,’”’ I said, 
“You what? ? ? ? ?” she cried, jumping UP’ 
her typewriter with every indication of ange’ 1 
“TI said I would dictate to you,” % 
reaching for her zvelte waist in vain. “Dae 4 
excited. Just sit down at the machine aad ef 
soft, translucent words drip like honey in? 
shell-like ears and filter out like nectar 9%» 
cefined from the tips of your pink little fi z 
“Let you dictate to me!” she continued, 
look of supreme amazement, 
“Certainly,” I answered. 
exactly.” ; 
“You!” she continued. eyeing me curieus!S 
though I were some new form of wild beast: 
“The same,” I replied. rs 
“Well, I don’t think!” she artiswered. “I * 
have been fool enough to agree to help ya 
your work, but you have never dictated to ‘ 
and you shall not begin now. That settle? — 
matter for all time,’ ie 
And to make assurance doubly sure she P 
my typewriter through the wndow inte 
of the disagreeable neighbour who keeps 


“ What’s the 


o@ OF] HE 
turned over my desk, emptied the waste-bak™ ifj ; 


my venerable head, and went downatairs with 4 
acknowledged intention of getting the 
and resuming operations later. SF 

But I locked the door in time and a 
pass my meals through the keyhole for 
mainder of the week. i 

That was the beginning and the end of mY 
attempt to act as my amanuensis, 


Jol 
AT A RECENT FIRST NIGHT. 


Hotstuff: I don’t believe there was a dr¥ 
the house. pe 
Mrs. Hotstuff: No; but there seemed t® 

unusual number of dry throats. 


yo( 
TWO KINDS OF CURIOSITY, 


Dr. Talcott Williams, the brilliant hea4 a 
Columbia School of Journalism, once said at ‘ 
cheon: pal? 

“The sensational type of newspaper 18 © 4 
going out. The exponents of this type u8® 
fend themselves with the assertion that their 
dalous articles were a natural response 
tural curiosity. P 

“But to this a great editor once retorted | { 


“<«There are two kinds of curiosity. of Bh 
kind we stick our brain; into the other out 
° by 
Jot 4 
MILK AND WATER. 
-— Pra 
The lady was complaining to her de ie 
some time ago regarding the quality of the as? ff 
“Short o’ grass feed, mum—short o' 8? 
this time o’ year,” said the jocular ™ 


iy 

i 
about it ag I am, _ I often stands and watorg 
cryin’—reg’lar cryin’, mum, because they ao 
how their milk don’t do ’em credit. you 
believe it is wd 

“Oh, yes! I believe it,” said the lady? og 

wish in future you’ad see that they don’t 4° 
téars into the milk.’’ 
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ind here I waé a 
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action I spoke ole 
but I thought on 
dly expect mé oy serait = é 
ched round and MRS. MULLINS: However did that bad 
ket and bega®- little boy of yours get hurt 
1,” I said, Pd Wi pilitty, > . MRS, HUBBINS: Oh, that nice, kind little 
ried, jumping uP hp’ Sn Y ; . ; Z : boy of yours hit him.on the head with a brick, 
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PETER (after the rush): | say, Jim, yeu 
might tell me—is this real football or astro- 
nomyv? 


ad the end of mv 
\ensis, 


RST NIGHT. 
- é 
here was a dry 


pe 

here seemed t? A: 
its. f 
CURIOSITY, =< 
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| brilliant head | 
sm, once said # 
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newspaper 18 | 4) 

f this type us ie e Pa ca 

ertion that th TIENT (suddenly awakened): What is it, doctor? ~~ 
@ 


ral response OCTOR: The nurse has neglected to give you your sleeping-draught, my dear sir! VERY BITING. 
“Oh, my confounded gout has started again!” 


or once retorted (0 a 
f curiosity. mor 
o the other our 


NVATER. 
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quality of the ™ yf 
1m—short 0’ ary 
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“Yor n Neboy was fond of And sit down to think—yes, think He fell in love with the beautiful 
art, 


said the lady? oy 
t they don’t 4° 


But ‘twas only a dream, “What's 
; up, mate?’ says P.C, X. “Got ‘em 
—of the beautiful Egyptian girls, queen, but her boy did not like it. rather bad, eh?" ‘ 
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Queer People Met 
By Sloper. 
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WHAT FRIGHTENED FOWLER, THE MUSWELL 
HILL BURGLAR! 
“IN my long career,’ said the Sage of Shoe 
Lane, ‘““I have met many strange persons, whose 
characters would not bear investigation. 


“Amongst them was the famous burglar, 
Fowler, who was hanged for the murder of an old 


‘gentleman at Muswell Hill, upwards of a quarter of 
‘a century ago, along with his confederate, Milson. 
‘Fowler was one of the most desperate men who eyer 
‘stood in boots. 


“He was the possessor of Herculean strength, 
and when he was not a-burgling, used to earn a 
livelihood by giving “strong-man” exhibitions at 
country fairs. 

“Everyone remembers the desperate attempt he 
made to strangle his confederate,. Milson in the 
dock of the Old Bailey, when he learned that Milson 
had informed 

“Tt took six strong warders to release Milson 
from Fowler’s iron grip, and in the struggle Fowler 
bent and twisted the stout railings of the dock as if 
they had been wire. 

“Yet this desperate fellow once told me that the 
only time he actually felt acared at finding himself 
face to face with one of the inmates of the house 
he was ‘eracking’ was when a slight, delicate wo- 
man, clad®only in his night-dress, came running 
down the stairs, and, putting her hand on his arm, 
inquired, in a terrified tone: ‘What's the matter? 
Is there a burglar in the house? Oh! protect me!’ 

‘‘In her terror she did not think of him as the 
robber, and the evident comfort it gave her to find 
someone to ‘protect’ her gave him a new sensation, 
He was staggered for a moment by the situation, 
but hearing other inmates moving upstairs, who 
had eyidently been aroused by her loud -exclama- 
tions, he quickly said: ‘Certainly, ma’am, I'll pro- 
tect you—have no fear. Just stand here behind the 
door while I look in the kitchen, where the noise 
seems to’ come from.’ ‘Oh! thank you!’ she re- 
‘plied, as he slipped out into the kitchen, picked up 
his shoes, and vanished,leaving the booty piled upon 
the floor in a tablecloth.” 


—)o( 
HOW TO BE STRONG. 


SIMPLE HOME GYMNASTICS. 


HOW foolish it is in one who wishes to develop 
the muscles and acquire ease and grace of action to 
waste money on dumb-bells, Indian clubs, horizontal 
bars, parallel bars, and all that sort’of thing! How 
silly to purchase books of instruction or attend 
gymnastic classes! All can be accomplished at 
home without any apparatus whatever. ‘Here are 
2 few choice motions: 

Lie at full length on the floor. Then with the 
heels as a pivot raise yourself to standing posture 
by the use onlw of the minute muscles connecting 
the joints of your backbone. 

Stand on one leg in the centre of the room, 
poke your head through the open door and your 
free Jeg through the keyhole; at the same time 
reaching out through the window with either hana 
and dallying with the snow that lies upon the 
ground like a spotless robe. 

Stand on your head and sharpen a lead-pencil 
with a dull knife, using both hands and your stock 
of profanity. The latter to develop the lungs. 
"Lift a scuttle of coal from the floor to the height 
of your eyes 3,486,697 times in succession, first with 
one hand and then with the other 

Spread a paper full of tacks abeut a darkened 
room, and then promenade in it in your bare feet. 
for a couple of hours. The resultant hopping is 
excellent for developing the calves. 

Sit in an armchair and listen to the members of 
the Dorcas Society discussing plans to alleviate the 
suffering of African hyaenas who are starving to 
death from a lack of graves to rob. This to de- 
velop your patience. 

State a few plain wholesome facts to said Dorcas 
Society about charity beginning at home (and end: 
ing there) for the proper developraent of the tongue, 

Eat three hearty meals a day in order to pep 
the teeth in good condition. 
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TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


THE GIRL IN THE FRONT ROW, 


Jot 


HER STRAWBERRY MARK, 


“There,” she said, as she finally got the cheque 
properly endorsed and handed it to the cashier, 
“I'd like to have the money, please.” 

The young man scanned it carefully and then 
looked at her. 

“Ts there anything wrong with it ’’ she inquired 
apprehensively. 

“No; Lam sure it is all right. Only we have 
our rules here. and before we can let you have the 
money you will have to be identified.”’ 

“ But the friends I am visiting took a trip out 
into the country with my mother this morning.” 

“Then you will have to wait until to-morow,” 

“But I need the money to do some shopping 
with this afternoon.” 

“T’m very sorry.” 

“Ts it absolutely necessary to be identified?” 
she asked plaintively, 

*‘ Absolutely.”’ 

“Well, I suppose T can manage it. 
bank be open for an hour?” 

*“Yeu.”’ 

“Then I'll hurry home and put on my evening- 
gown. It’s a great deal of trouble, but it’s the 
only way, and I’m glad I thought of ‘it. ae 

“T don’t auite understand,” 

“Why, I have a strawberry-mark on my right 
shoulder, and everybody who has read anything 
at all knows that there isn’t any better identifica- 
tion than a strawberry-mark.” 


Will the 


Jol 


HER HEAD I§ LEVEL, 


Claribel is sweet-and-twenty; 

Of adorers she has plenty; 
And yet a maid abides. 

Is it that her heart is flinty, 
And Love derides? 


Has she made a vow of treading 
Life’s fair paths a Vestal, threading 
Alone the mazy snare? 
Not at all: she’s bent on wedding 
A millionaire. 


MARCH 41, 


Sloper Songlet® 


By “'THE BARD.” 


STRICTLY SCIENTIFIC, 


There was a man 
Of Hindustan 
Was born before the world began. 
That’s what I've read, 
The wise men said, 
But Sloper put them all to bed. 


Bits of the skull 
Were found in Mull 

And others disinterred at Hull, 
How they got there 
None was aware, 

And many people didn’t care, 


When bit by bit 

They’d made it fit, 
They all exclaimed, ‘Just look at it!” 

Some shook a head, 

“This man,” they said, 
“Has been a very long time dead. 


Professor Mudd 
Pronounced it ‘‘ dud.” 
It was not earlier than the flood. 
But Doctor Drains, 
The man with brains, 
Said, ‘“ Pre-primordial remains.” 


” 


Then Sloper came 
In all his fame, 

With twenty letters to his name. 
His words were strong: 
“You all are wrong, 


I know to what those bones belong. yy 
“Let me explain. ; Z 
There was a Thane i 
Named Mhic McAlister McLean, he 
When Noah’s ark bt 
Sailed through the dark RB, 
Mhic had an opposition barque. be 
“Then when he found Uy 
The world was drowned ’ Yen 
He scrambled out on Scottish grounds | ae 


And here in Mull 
He left his skull, 
While birds took little bits to Hull.” 
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IN THE TIGER’S pens 


A MENAGERIE-KEEPER was just pemoosieif 
hard fate that his one and only lion had di Ay 
morning, when an Irishman approached and ° 
him for a job. ?, . 

“Yes,” said the proprietor, “I can giv? “J MNy 
job, and an easy one at that. My only ie 
this morning, and we’ve just skinned 1 of 
you'll wrap yourself in the skin and lie inf 9 
the corner of the cage, I’ll give you ten sp 


day.” “@ Mh 
“Ts that all?” cried the delighted Pat- ‘ 
me the skin and the den.” 
Having been duly robed in the lion’s aki, 
artistically posed in apparent sleep in the yy Rie 


of the den, the curtain was drawn, and pat 


. curious crowd gaping at him. h i 
“Now,” said the proprietor, ‘this is tbe) 
and only Royal Nubian lion from Nubia. de ’ 
king of beasts, and it is astonishing how. rr ie on, 
presence subdues the most ferocious of ? “si k 


wild-beasts. To prove this to you, I shall } 
intervening door, and, without hesitation, 
see how this noble beast will enter the tise 


which is next to his own.” R 
“Here, mister,” whispered the now * any » 
Pat. “Ididn’t bargain for that! Not’a ™ hy 
budge into the tiger’s den!” Pr 
“Go on, you fool,” cried the other; “ t@ 
danger.” 
“Danger or no, I’m not going in.” ot 
“Well, then, not a penny do you get f 
I tell you the tiger is harmless.” at Ty 


The prospect of no wages instilled som? | py 
into the poor man, and he made a shuffli® é 
ment towards the door of his compani? ; 
beast.’’ pi hh ~ 

But one look as the great cat sent him ® 
all over as he moaned: “TI can’t go in!” o 

When the tiger saw hia fear, he said i” 
whisper: 

“Come in, you gossoon; I’m an Irishma” 


f 
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At the Coliseum. 


WILL EVANS, 


"te The Mirth Merchant, 
The 


0 
oT rise PLAYERS AT THE COLISEUM. 
nase Kj ‘tish Players will be producing ‘‘ Camp- 
ang Peet” a play dealing with the flight of 
Py, 22a “e Charlie in 1746, after Culloden. Will 
Go a y wPany will probably be playing “ Har- 
ay pegs or “Letting Off Fireworks. The 
§, "8, . -TOthers, comedians and simultaneous 
"€ sons of the old-time favourite, Joe 
Bang"! and Floriane, dancers (with 
j ), Grace Christie; classical dancer with 
“Uropean reputation; the Sisters Kouns 
©n the bill. 


%. At the Alhambra. 
Radon &t the Alhambra includes a new-comer 


to, . Who ig destined to make a aay. atti 


*rself. Miss Beryd Beresford made an 
na itt : : 
, died f Slop ; ‘ 2 | 
and D ~ Cathe Amusement Guide. 

"Sing Rates - - six Lines Five Shilli 
i Lh Ss ; ates Six Lines Five Shillings, 
yo? “an = a eS = = 
rae) ; GRAND VARIETIES. 
. aight "ig, Daily, 2.30, 6.10, and 8.45, 
gh} _*% .“TOgramme changed weekly. 
‘a ~ *d., plus tax. Gerr. 6064, 
stun, 
aki? y ; Ger. 7540. 
ne “A GRAND VAPLETIES. 
Sal # Ane Twice Daily, 2.80 and 7,45. 
: \y Rig a 
tne Pe “e Ma. Nightly, 8.30; Tues., Thurs., Sat., 2.30 
pe“ Y Moore and Miss Sybil Thorndike 
; Wit ae present 
pis. ke ~~ ADVERTISING APRIL. 
J 
ll 


FE la . 
monk's, Gerr. 313. 
E MARRIAGE OF KITTY. 


¢ Shen: Marie Tempest. 


a Lee g 
ate? le ~ » 5.30; Mat., Thurs. and Sat., 2.30. 
L J vy die 
enef Gerr. 2780. 
Jose Collins in 
Nj THE LAST WALTZ 
YS gh: e 
b ssi = uy, 8.15; Mat., Thurs., Sat., 2.30. 
oC, eee 
ind yer, , ORE THEATRES. 
jot ff Mly, | RE THEATRE. Kingsway. 
i) a to 10.30 (Sundays, 6 to 10.30). 
, ob? W a °framme changed weekly. 


ie 

ALL = — 

toggERY 

pus Daily, 2-11 (Sundays, 6-11), 
Ties, ls. $d. to 58. (incl.). 
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Sloper’s Amusement Guide. 


instantaneous success at Manchester three weeks 
ago, a success which she more than followed up at 
Bristol; in fact, several competent variety critics 
have gone so far as to say that she is another 
Louie Freear. Also in the bill are Elsie Denham, 
Billie Reeves. Elliott Candies, and Meazza and 
partner. 


AN EVERLASTING “ ROSE,” 


There are no signs whatever of Dalys’ beautiful 
musical comedy, ‘“‘The Lady of the Rose,’’ coming 
to an end yet. We are informed that several new 
numbers are about to be introduced, which, in 
the opinion of the author, will further add to al: 
ready great popularity of the piece. Mr, Huntley 
Wright's ‘“‘ Silhouettes Song” and Mr. Harry Welch- 
man’s “Land of Mine” song, with soldiers’ chorus, 
is now being broadcasted. 


THE HOME OF MELODRAMA. 


True to the traditions of the Lyceum Theatre, 
the Brothers Melville have presented us with a 
melodrama quite up to the standard of the many 
successes that have preceded “The Orphans.” 
Laughter, pathos, and thrills follow each other in 
sensational fashion from the start to finish of the 
story, and the vast audiences are provided with 
material for pleasant reflection for a long time to 
come. 

IN TUTANKHAMEN’S DAY, 


WE hear that Rameses, the Egyption illusionist, 
is about to produce a sketch based on the life and 
times of Tutankhamen. It is entitled “The Tomb 


RAMESES’ BIRD OF WISDOM, 


Pre-paid Small Advertisements. 


Advertisements are received under the above 
heading and inserted in ‘Ally Sloper’s Half- 
Holiday”’ at the rate of Twopence per Word. 
No display is permitted, and the Publishers re 
serve the right of declining any advertisement 
which does not meet with their approval. 


The Minimum Charge for any Advertisement 
is Two Shillings and Sixpence. 


J. B. WEDGE. 
of Van and Lor:y Sheets and Tarpaulins, Water- 
proof Clothing. Marquees and Tents on Hire. 
Tackle, Ropes and Twines, Inside and Outside 
Blinds, Scenery Canvas and Stage Cloths, Gauze 
Business Signs, Mats and Matting, Banners, Decora- 
tions and Flags of All Nations.—Note the Address— 
238, Walworth Road, London, §8.E,17. Telephone: 
Hop 1016. 


BE HEALTHY AND STRONG.—Use Wareham’s 
Exercisers and Developers. Obtainable at all 
athletic outfitters. 


PORTRAITS (by an expert Artist and Academy 
Exhibitor) REPRODUCED FROM ANY PHOTO. 
GRAPH in Water Colour. Any size quoted up to 
and including 20in. by l6in. All pictures guaran- 
teed perfect likenesses, and highly and artistically 
painted. Send P.O. (10s. 6d.) and photo, with full 
particulars, to—J PICKERING, 438, Norwood Road, 
S.E.27, Money returned if unsatisfactory. 


DEFY TIME!—Use Excelsis Hair Colour Restorer. 
Not a dye. Colour completely restored, Abso- 
lutely harmless. Post free, 1s. 9%. bottle— 
EXCELSIS (a), 83, Sturgeon Road, Walworth, S.E. 


(Established 1800), Manufacturers 
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Surprise!” or “ Toot and Come In,” and will shortly 
be seen on the Stoll circuit. 


A SMART REVUE, 

“Carte Blanche,.”’ the really clever reyue at the 
Court Theatre, is play*he to crowded houses. 
Odette Myrtil and Tubby Edlin are a source of keen 
enjoyment, whilst the inimitable Two Bobs render 
their tuneful ditties in quite their best style. 


A SUCCESSFUL CHANGE OF VENUE. 

Since transferring to the Adelphi, “ Battling 
Butler ’”’ has been even more successful than it was 
during its run at the New Oxford Theatre. The 
combination of Jack Buchanan, Sydney Fairbrother, 
and Phyllis Titmuss, together with the absorbing 
plot of the play, should assure a very long run for 
this piece at its new home. 


YOUR POWDER PUFF ALWAYS HANDY. 


Ladies find the 
“LA MIRETTE” 


WRISTLET POWDER, « 
PUFF CASE AND: 
MIRROR 3 


\ indispensable at 
\ dances, parties, golf, 
‘| tennis, boating, and 
i} the holidays. Worn 
i) like a wrist watch, 
: contains powder 
: Wpuff, mirror, and 
: i! powder. Your Pow- 
' i] der Puff and Mirror always at hand. 
Useful and Handy. Only 2/6 each, 
post free. Send remittance to 

THE NOVELTY CO. (Dept. 9), 
Boswell House, Bolt Crt, Fleet St., E.C. 
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HOUSES FOR 26P 


Tite for Jilustrated List 
giving fall particulers. 


NOTTINGHAMSHIRE 
TIMBER C9 LTo 
Caledonian R¢, RETFORD 


a 
2 LN.PICKLE £ 
= SPURS THE APPETITE = 
= OBTAINABLE FROM YOUR GROCER = 
= SOLD EVERYWHERE = 
TMU 


When Weaning Baby 


insist on having 
y*| 
. 


FOoD 


6 YEARS Tins 9d. 1/6 
SUCCESS. 3}- and 6]- 


= > wee eee 


TRADE MARK 


neh poston Rat rey 


On Sale at leading Chemists & Stores 
Full instructions and descriptive pamphlets, ~ 
Tins each 1/-, 1/9 2/6 


or from Sole Manufacturers ~ 
(post free, 1/4, 2/3, 3/8.) 


B, WINSTONE & Sons, Ltd., 
™ 100/101, Shoe Lane, London, E.6.4 


Please mention this Paper when replying to 
Advertisers, 
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N all kinds of Washable Embroidery, whether all white as in dainty 
Lingerie, or in decorative coloured work, ““ANCHOR” Turreaps 
are best to use. They are silky, smooth and strong ; are in every 
degree of fineness necessary; are ready in all colours; are fadeless;and | ; 


TD PU ne eee 


are procurable at all Drapers and Needlework shops, with transfers, 
patterns and leaflets of instruction. 


Clark’s “ Ancnor ” Threads are seven in number 


COTON A BRODER VELVENO 
STRANDED COTTON FLOX 
2 FILOSHEEN . FIL D’'ECOSSE 


FLOSS EMBROIDERY 


All made by 


CLARK & CO LTD 
PAISLEY 


at & 
TRADE wa *) 
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Gaion Trandate: Ltd. South Africa: The Central News Agency, Ltd. Canada: The Imperial News Co., Lid., Toronto, Montreal and Winnipeg. 
of America: The International News Co., 83-5, Duane Street, New York. Malta: C, Herman and Co., 44, Strada Reale, Valetta. Ceylon: De ‘Lo0yee, 
General Agents for the Continent: Messageries ‘Hachette et Cie, 111, Rue Reaumur, Paris; Messrs. Wm. Dawson and Sons, Ltd., 13, Rue Albouy, Paris ( Se 
Aires: R. Grand and Co., Calle Cangallo, 542. India: A. H. Wheeler, Allahabad, Bombay, Calcutta, ete, Gibraltar: Gregoria Fay Cla Newspape> 


